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Startling Inoident in the Houso during the Debate
on the Address.

YE LITTLE MARCUS TALBOT GROWS ALARMED.

" On Friday ovening Mr. Talbot roso in aa evidently perturbed
astate of mind, and begged 10 call tho kpeaker’s attention to the
fact that u stranger bad forced his way into the Housv, Geaernl
atteotion wag direclod to the quarter 10 which Mr. Talbol
pointed, when it was discovereil that tho supposed strangor was
none otber than the momber for Wellged who liad covered his
face with o ccimson and whitv handkerchief in onler, wo sup.
Poso, to socure a comfortablo rap.

Tho dull debate i slow longth dragged along,
Andwembers weary of the Jow sing sony,
Dispnsed themsclvos an whim best suited each,
To bear tho sad fefliction of cach tediouy speec.
Some forwan lenned, sone listlersly reclived
‘Their addied putes upon tho bench bekind,
Some yawned, somo alept, one covered o'er his bead
With haolerehicf of flaming white and red,

Of him | sing,~grest Welland’s chosen spouter,
No Grit,—Vbut faith a Moderate out and outer,
Ont hoto he,~youug Tatbol shall prolong
‘With him, the burden of my serious song :

Midniglt was near, the witching hour
‘Turjtled, with a most mystericus power,
Toor Marcus Talbot's "wildered brain,
Till overcome with fear and pain,
Ho gazed above, around, below,
With aspuct of most abject woe,
1o gazed expecting, far oc noar,
Somo apectral vision would appear,
Sueh as scarod Bruis, or folks lie,
DBeforo the Bght at Phillipi.
- Ho gazed, nor gazed in vain, for Jook
. What meois bis eyes in youder nook 7
What dread uocarihiy form s thero
That mores and stillons Talbot's hair?
What ronkes big oycs a0 wildly rest
On that fur nogle, south by west?
He sons,—great henvons I—roclining back,
Robed in n garb of solomn black,
A uamap form, but fearful thought,
Thero are po foatures there—yea pought
Rut clots of blood whore fuce should be,
Blood ! blood ) al} mingled hetribly.
What wonder thoo poor Talbot's eyes
Glared, started, rolled with wild surpriso?
‘What wonder then poor Talbot's haic
Stiffonod and stood erect in air?
‘What wonder thoo poor Talbot's knoes
Shook Jike no aspoen in the Lreozo,
As ho aroao, sod, pale as doath,
Gasped Yong and paiofully for broath,
Then with au offort pisrced tho air,
Shouting, “1 aco, 1 s06 bim thero,
8ir! Mr. Spenker ! look, bohold
‘That ghasily stranger in our fold,
AR ab 1 N dio with wild alright,
Phaotom avaunt ! and quit my sight.”
Amazed the $poakor gazed sround
To pierce this mystery profound,
'Twas vain ;—tho Hovse with woundor ¢Ind,
Looked on clarmed—some theaght him mad,
Some thought him drunk—moralikoly far—
With brandy, mwipee, or Locongar,
Tl ono askod—boldor than tho rest—
“What soo you thero in the south west 2"
Poor Talbot still with ataring oyus,
Glares on tho figuro and replies,
«Soe! soo) it is no dream of air,
Tho blood-strenked pbantom atill is there ;"
Thon points bis quivoring fingers whoro
MeMickon, by somo Jancy led, N
Had covored o'cr his statoly head
With hankerchiof of flaming red.
‘Tho Houso with roars of Jaughtor shoolk,
A each ono turnod his head to look ;
And sbouts of ** Wolland to your feol” .
Roused poor McMicken from bis seat,
The haukerchiof which orst had grnced
Hie joliy pbiz was soon displaced,

&

And thoro rovouled tho phantom stond,
Xo ghostly form, but fiesh and Llood.
Poor Marens sank, with Jong drawn sighs,
Upon bis scat and rubbed his cyes;
‘Thon smilod to think jn such a manner
Ho Lad mistnken xc's bandaunu

For o most gbastly phastom, dyed

With stcams of blood in plenicous tido,

THE SCHOOL FOR SPOUTING.—No. I.

A * Daniel comno to judgmont-"— Shakspeare.

Wo have much pleasure in calling public atteution
to the opening of o new schiool for tho training end
discipline of parlismentary orators. Tbe prospec~
tus will be found in a leading article of * Aged
Duplicity” for Wednesday last. Our venerable
conlemporary bas sven the terrible evils of the bote
system in the Honse, a3 we have exposed it, and
bas consequently stepped forward to our aid in
this important matfer. We know that this movo-
ment is not the result of any admiration for us, but
Tather of a little vatural jealousy at the dasger she
isin of losiog the monopoly of dullness she has
enjoyed for six months past.

After a vivid though somewhat involved sentence
depicting by example th2 horrid natuve of tho evil;
we have the remedy proposed, but not lified,
in @ sentence, which tho greatest bore in tho honse
would have beon asbamed to utter :

“Had they aelected Fomo ono point to bo reachod, thon placed
their ideas ns compactly iu a tine to thut poiut as waa compali-
ble with clearness, gowo right into the subject m startivg, and
disrogarded overy will-of-the-wisp with bis zig-zag conrso that
glittored near them, and wade for their foal as siendily as pos-
sible, they would bave founi their momentum siocll an they pro-
ceedod, excitoment would have grown around, and they “vonld
have finished with a uoiversn) wish that they bud “spoken
longer."

We hopo that the next time ¢ 01d Double” selecls
a point it will be within the reach of human vision
and not sprawled tbrough 14 or 15 * lines” in this
lIIllI.IDﬂ;.
mazim that, “if the hopper does not give down fust
enough, the mill grinds upon itself very hurifully)’
and wo shall bo saved a very disagreeable nervous
sensation. In our aoxiety to extend our contem-
porary’s usefuloess by some valuable hints at sell-
education, we bad almost forgotten to give his new
“ Spouting Academy” proper notice aund commen-
dation. Duo attention is to be given to the concise-
ness and “ compression” of sentences. Oune example
is given of a speech produced wo presumo after six
months’ training with © Old Double.” Tt js the pro-
duction of the hon. member for Timbuctoo, and is
given as the ne plus ultra of Parliamentary elo-
quence. The errors of Burke and Pitt are skilfully
avoided by this paragon, and we are sure that
when it is read, the Central African School of elo-
quence will carry all before it:

Gol sent them. Thoy came.
Thoy took us. Our hu licd. Our thivst died,  Our chail
weat off from our fzot. Shirts thoy gavo us, llats thoy gaveur.
Tronsera hoy gave vy, Every one was glad, Wo nl) praised
the 'l-‘.ngﬂsb. Whoover displeases the Eoglish ino bell lot thom
o

“The Eaglish aro

gond,
er d

We remember that this style was strongly com-
mended by a Buropeaun some years ago ; bis neme
was Mavor, and, if wo mistake not, he placed the
youth of Eogland under some obligations by writ-
ing a gpelling-book. If we may trust our rominis-
cences of school-daye, We used to be taught clo-
quence in this way: “I want some menl. I want

some pudding. Dinver is dot roady. Give me

Let our contsmporary remember its own’

some apples. Give mo some poars. I sm sleepy.
I want to go to bed,” &c. The condensed style of
this precions fragment is well worthy the imitation
of legislators and Superintondents ot Eduealion, and
wo hope in s short time to record signs of improve-
ment both in the teacher and the pupils. Let us
unticipate the happy results of the Mavorian and
Central African systems of oratory, by giving the
stylo of one of our M. P, P.’s as it is now, and as it
may bo expected to be:

1. Afr. Sydney Smith before receiving instructions from
% Old Doubdle.”

Misser Spoaker,—

The onabul member fur Tronteh hag ben assed
to give o pawlisy on this here seat o’ guvment ques-
tion over and over agin but ho wunt, sir, and why
wunt he 7 Cos why ? be aint got noue, not by a
long chalk. He done wrong in joining the omnabul
members from Portnufe and Lotbincer, it warnt
the cheese; no sirreo, He is hully unprincipled
end selfish, sud T'd jiss as soon trust a buffaler
when he’s got the rheumatiz, or a bar when ghe's
riled at losin’ her young s that thar onabul gen-
nelman. He aint got no consistency nor noguothing
o' that sort ; he’s jess ike a swaller omigrating to
farrin climes; Girst be’s here and then again he
aint, cos he’s somewberes else; or like the flies ou
e hoss in the dog-days; ye may flare areovwnd
and whisk yer tail ot the critters, but ye can’t como
it; the fust you know, down they air agio, teazin’
and frettin’ on yer like all possessed. Then there’s
the onabul member from Montreal; bim as writes
pomes aud says swart things, but he sint no mor'n
n heap of old corn cobs, He thinks he can write
potry, but he dubnow wot it means. Thar are
three kinds of pomes, blank verse, long meire and
common metre, and the onabul gennelman makes
stanzers, aw’ I've tried all the cbuncs in my hyme
book to 'em av’ they wont go, cos wby, they aint
potry at all.  And the onabul member for Lowbin-
eer he tatks like Mr. Forrest in York State, whar I
was riz, when le flares vp in Virginius the Princo
of Babelmandib, and looks for all sakes like au owl
in the nightmare ony more s0; and speaks like an
elepbant wot’s got the croup. Onabul gennelmen,
Iaiat no pote, but when the flatus of inspiration
surmounts the official procession of diurnal routine;
when tbe rugosities of  declamation air anpiliated
by the sweeping fore paw of time, when Sol rolls
over after his first sleep and puts hie rays out of
his eyes, and the lunar and stellular luminositios
“ pale their g Gros,” as Shakspire says
in Duunsiad, I get down to write on Pickelmony the
singer after this wise : .

disinfocts

Grale femnlo musicker, yore quito a progidy,
Yer voico is sweotor nor molasses treacle,
But not eo thick.

Tl not spile the sale of my noo vollum which I
om goin to publish next month, entitled * Groans
from tho Post Offico, or the Muse in a Mail Bag,”
which may be bad of alibooksellers by resding any
more. (Smitb faints into Roso’s arms.)

No. IL. would bhave been the speoch after six
months’ instruction from * Old Double,” but we
must leave our readers to supply the rest in the
prophetic spirit wo have suggestei till our next
issue,




